MY FATHER                              ITS

the extent of allowing me the grand treat of staying with them
at Garlant's Hotel, which seemed to me a heaven of dissipation.
It abutted on the old Haymarket Theatre, and he would go
there for a night or two when his work kept him up too late for
him to get back to Hampstead. He was ill there once with
bronchitis, contracted on a terribly snowy night when he had
to walk up the frozen hill, at which the one cab-horse rebelled.
This was the only time I ever saw him ill; other people may
remember that from time to time he had transitory illnesses,
but I am sure this was the only time he was in bed for more
than a few days: certainly no actor ever climbed to fame by
filling the post of his understudy.

He was always desperately anxious that I should be truthful,
and that I should never ask for money or presents. Once, in the
kitchen-garden, I remember walking in abject misery behind
him and my mother, who were discussing me in low tones, and
she was crying because I had told a kind of lie about how many
gooseberries I had eaten.

It was not really a lie, only apathy in counting the goose-
berries, but he thought that just as bad, and they both decided
not to forgive me that night. I went to bed in the terrible misery
of children who can never argue because they have not the
vocabulary, nor reason because they have not the experience;
but in the end my father came up very late in the night with
a plate of some nice thing or other from his supper.

The most beautiful of all young actresses came to see him
to be engaged, perhaps for her first part. She had her pocket
full of pennies, and as she strolled,on the lawn I ran along by her
side, and she offered them to me. After terrible misgivings
I took them, but guiltily showed them to my father. His eyes
became thunder-cloud blue, and he said almost fiercely : " You
didn't ask for them, did you ? "

I cannot remember much more till we went to live in Sloane
Street: there he used to dine every evening at home at five
o'clock, and then to rest on the sofa in the back dining-room.
My task was to put him to sleep by stroking his hair, and when
I thought him " fast," to tiptoe out of the room, which I did
with terrible contortions, for fear of waking him, taking twenty
minutes to get to the door, often to be frustrated in the end by